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"A POSTSCRIPT. 


COLE EES 


* % 


To Mrs. 


My Soul ſhall be ſatisfied even as * with Marrow. and Faineſs ;. 
when my Mouth preiſeth Thee with Joyful Lips, 
1 Ps. Ixil. 5. 
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Printed for WILLIAM OW EN, at Homer's Head, between the 
Two Temple Gates, Fleet-Street, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 
T Hs was not intended for the Publick ; there 
were many, and firong Reaſons againſt it; and 
are fo ſtill; but ſome Extrafts of it, from the few 
Copies which were given away, being got into the printed 
Papers, it was thought neceſſary to publiſh ſomething, left 
a Copy fill more imperfett than this ſhould fall into the 
Preſs: And it is hoped that this unwelcome Occafian of 
Publication may be ſome Excuſe for it. 


As for the following Stanzas, God Almighty's infinite 
Power, and marvellous Goodneſs to Man is dwelt on, as 
the moſt juft and cogent Reaſon for our chearful and 
abſolute Reſignation 20 his Will; nor are any of thoſe 
Topics declined, which have a juſt Tendency to promote 
that ſupreme Virtue : Such as the Vanity of this Life, 
the Value of the next, the Approach of Death, &c. 
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H E Days 15 * N ſhort the Years 
Of Man's too rapid Race, 
Each leaving, as it eile Td | 
A ſhorter i in its Place? * F 


They who the longeſt Leaſe enjoy 1. 
Have told us, with a Sigh, 
That, to be born, ſeems little more, 
Than to begin tc to die. wn n 
es 3.1! 4078 Ty 
Numbers there are who feel this Truth, , _ 
With Fears alarm d; and et 
In Life's Deluſions lull'd alleep,. Pang 1a 
This weighty Truth d wy fon 15 


And am not II to theſe axkin? ot 9-1 
Ape ſlumbers o'er the Gs, "F 
Its Honour blots, 'whate'er it 2 wang ib 2 
And am I writing ſtill ? eld nan 


Ci of Nature in Decline, 
And Languor 1 in my 1 houghts, l 

To ſoften Cenſure, and abate 0 
Its Rigour on my Faults; "5 


3 — 
4 Lo x 
Fg 
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Permit me, Madam! ere to You 
Ihe promis'd Verſe I pay, 
To touch on felt Infirmity, 
Sad Siſter of Decay. 


ONE World deceas d, another born, 
Like Moab they behold, 

O' er whoſe white Hairs, and furrow'd Brows, 
Too many Suns have roll'd : 


Happy the Patriarch! he rejoic d 
His Second World to ſee; 


My Second World, tho' gay the Scene, 


Can boaſt no Charms for me. 


To me this brilliant Age a 
With Deſolation ſpread; 

Near all with whom I liv'd, and ſmil'd, 
Whilſt Life was Life, are dead; 


And with them dy'd my Joys; the Grave 
Has broken Nature's Laws; 
And clos'd, againſt this feeble Frame, 
Its partial, cruel Jaws; 


Cruel to ſpare! Condemn'd to Life! 
A Cloud impairs my Sight ; 


My weak Hand diſobeys my Will, 


And trembles, as 1 write. 


WHAT ſhall I write? Thalia! tell; 
Say, long-abandon'd Muſe! 
What Field o Fancy ſhall I range? 
What Subject ſhall I chuſe ? 


A Choice 


LI] 


A Choice of Moment high inſpire 
And reſcue me from ”- 


For doating on thy Charms ſo late, 
By Grandeur in my Theme. 


Beyond the Themes, which moſt admire, 
x Which dazzle, or amaze, | 

* renown'd Exploits of War, 

Bright Charms, or Empire's Blaze, 


Are Themes, which, in a World of Woe, 
1 Can beſt appeaſe our Pain; 
And, in an Age of gaudy Guilt, 

Gay Folly's Flood reſtrain; 


Amidft the Storms of Life fu 1 
A calm, unſhaken 

And with ink Eaurels Gown 

The Brow 0 the Ke d. 


O RESIGNATION! yet unſung, 
Untouch'd by former Strains; 
Tho' claiming every Muſe's Smile, 
And every Poet's Pains, - - 


Beneath Life's evening, ſolemn Shade, 
I dedicate my Page 
To Thee, Thou fafeſt Guard of Youth! | 


Thou /o/e Support of Age | 


All other Duties Creſcents are 
Of Virtue faintly bright, 

The glorious Conſummation, Thou! 
Which fills her Orb with Light, 
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How rarely fill dr The dove. dinine 
In Eil to diſcern, rc em ow: ba 

This the firſt 1 Anisob 10% 
The lateſt, winch we dearnz vil 


[ A melangholy Truth! ar no-. IT ach br I 
q Could our proud dearts — doi: w g 
q The Diſtance pail would decreaſe 
| *TwixtHumanqand Divine 
i 120 W ? 70 bloW R ni Sel r 2 
| BUT cho full noble is 1 ] ae. N * 
| Full urgent 1s my Call A ns oe oe 
To ſoften Sorrow, —— 15 Co 
The burſting Tear to all; ww" f 
The Taſk I dread; l 10 — n 3 eh 
Of humble Proſe, the. Shore, - "7 3 : 


And put to Sea? A dang aw Sal & 4 
What Throngs have funk before ? 


How proudithe'Phet's Billow wells? 
The God / be Go, his Boaſt; 
A Boaſt how vain! What Wreaks abend = 
Dead Bards ſtenchl every Cat. 5 HA. 


What then am 1 Shall I preſume, Al. I dentte 
On ſuch a moulten Wingz/®: IL: tbob [ 
Above the general Wee to rie 
And in my Were N wod U 


| When N. ightingales, hows ſweeteſt Bars 

[ Confine their charming 8g 10) 
Ĩs0 Summer's lee enn, evoanoly d. 

; wort Content t Wafbble Loung? * vi 

| Ol Vet, 


i - 2 b 


Dm 
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Yet, write I'muſt; a“ Lady ſues; 
How ſhameful her Requeſt? L 


My Brain in Labour for dull Rhime 
Hers teeming with the beſt ! 


But You a Stranger will excuſe, 

Nor ſcorn his feeble Strain; 
To. You a Stranger, but, thro' Fate, 
No Stranger to your Pain; 


The Ghoſt of Grief deceas'd aſcends, 
'His old Wound bleeds anew ; 
His Sorrows are recall'd to Life 
By thoſe he ſees in You; 


Too well he knows the twiſted Strings 

'Of ardent Hearts combin'd ; 
When rent aſunder, how they bleed, 
How hard. to be Refign'd: 


Thoſe Tears you pour, his Eyes have ſhed; q 
The Pang You feel, He felt; 

Thus Mature, loud as Pi irtue, bids 
His Heart at Yours to melt. 


BUT what can Heart, or Head, ſuggeſt ? 
What ſad Experience lay ? 

Thro' Truths auſtere, ' to Peace we work 
Our rugged, gloomy Way: 


What are we? Whence? For what? and Whither ? 
Who know not, needs muſt mourn ; 

But Thought, bright Daughter of the Skies! 
Can Tears to Triumph turn. | 


bs Mrs, —— — | 


B bs Thought 
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Thought is our Armour, tis the Mind's 
Impenetrable Shield, ee 
When, ſent by Fate, we meet our Foes 


In ſore Afriction s Field; 
It plucks the frightful Maſk from IIſs, 
Forbids 5 Fear to hide | 


Beneath that dark Diſguiſe, a Friend, 
Which turns Tn s Tide. 


AFFECTION frail! train d up by ene, 
From Reaſon's Channel ſtrays; 
And whilſt it blindly points at Peace, 
Our Peace to Pain betrays. 


Thought winds its fond, erroneous Stream. 
From daily-dying Flow'rs, 

To. nouriſh rich, immortal Blooms, 
In Amaranthine Bow rs. 


Whence Throngs, in-Extaſy, look gen 
On what once ſhock d their Sight; 
And thank the Terrors of the Paſt 
For Ages of Delight. | 


ALL . Here; who moſt poſſeſs 
Are Loſers by their Gain, 

Stung by full Proof, that, bad-at ber 
Life's idle All is vain: 


Vain, in its. Courſe, Life's nurm' ring Stream ; 
Did not its Courſe offend, 

But Murmur ceaſe; Lite, then „would ſeem. 
Still vainer, from its End.. 


How 
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How wretched | who, thro' cruel Fate, 
Have nothing to lament? 
With the poor Alms this World affords, 


Deplorably content ? 


Had not the Greek his World miſtook, 
His Wiſh had been moſt wile; 

To be content with but One World, 
Like him, we ſhould deſpiſe. 


Of Earth's Revenue would you ſtate 
A full Account, and fair ? 


We hope; and hope; and hope; then caſt 
The Total up 


Deſpair. 


SINCE vain all here, all Future, vaſt, 
Embrace the Lot aſſign d; 


Heav'n wounds to heal; its Frowns are Friends; 
Its Strokes ſevere, moſt kind. 


But in laps d Nature, woted deep, 
Blind Error domineers; 

And on Fools Errands, in the Dark, 
Sends out our Hopes, and Fears; 


Bids us for ever Pains deplore, 
Our Pleaſures overprize; 


Theſe oft perſuade us to be Weak; 
Thoſe urge us to be Wiſe. 


B 2 From 
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From Virtue's rugged Path to Right 
By Pleaſure are we brought 

To flow'ry Fields of Wrong, and there 
Pain chides us for our Fault: 


Yet whilſt it chides, it ſpeaks of Peace, 
If Folly is withſtood ; _ + 
And ſays, Time pays an eaſy Price, 
For our * Good. _ 


In Earth's dark Cot, and in an Hour, 
And in Daun great, 
What an Oeconomiſt is Man 


To ſpend his whole Eſtate, 


And beggar an Eternity ? 
For which, as he was born, 
More Worlds then One againſt it weigh'd, 
As Feathers he ſhould ſcorn. _ 


Say not, . your Loſs in T riumph leads 
Religion's feeble Strite ; 
Joys future amply reimburſe © 


Joys Bankrupts of this Life. 


But not deferr'd your Joy ſo long, 
It bears an early Date; | 

Affiftion's ready Pay in Hand, 
Befriends our preſent State; 


What are the "HR which trickle down 
Her melancholy Face, ä 

Like liquid Pearl? Like Pearls of Price, 
They purchaſe laſting Peace, 


Grief 


1 
rief ſoftens Hearts, and curbs the will, 
Impetuous Paſſion tames, 


And keeps inſatiate, keen Deſire 
From launching in Extremes. 


THRO' Time's dark Womb, our judgment right, 
If our dim Eye was tliiown, | 

Clear ſhould we ſee, the Will divine 
Has but foreſtalld our own; 


At Variance with our future Wiſh, 
Self- ſever d we complain; 

If ſo, the Wounded, not the Wound, 
Muſt anſwer for the Pain: ith 


The Day ſhall come, and ſwift of Wing, 
Tho' You may think it flow, 
When, in the Liſt of Fortune's Smiles, 
You'll enter Frowns of We. 


FOR mark the Path of | Providence 3: 
This Courſe it has purſu d, 

ce Pain is the Parent, Woe the Womb: _ 
« Of ſound, important Good: 


Our Hearts are faſten'd to this World 
By ſtrong, and endleſs Ties; 
And every Sorrow cuts a String, 
And urges us to rile : 


NJ will ſound ſevere . Vet reſt aſſur d 
I'm ſtudious of your Peace 
Tho' I ſhould dare ta give Vou Joy 


Yes, Joy of his Deceaſe: 
An 
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our ſhall e (X o queſtion This) 
An Hour, when vou {hall bleſs, 


eyond the brig hteſt Beams of Life, 
Dark — of your Diſtreſs. 


HEAR. then without Surprize a Truth, 
A Daughter- Truth to this, 
Swift Turns of Fortune often tie 
A bleeding Heart to Bliſs: | 


Eſteem You this a Paradox? 
My ſacred Motto read; 
A glorious Truth |! divinely ſung 


By One, whoſe Heart had bled ; 


To Refignation ſwift he flew, 
In her a Friend he found, 

A Friend, which bleſs d him with a Smile, 
When gaſping v with his Wound. 


On Earth nought precious is obtain'd 
But what is painful too; 

By Travel, and zo Travel born, 
Our Sabbaths are but few: 


To real Joy we — 4 our r Way, 
Encountering many a Shock, 
Ere found what truly charms; as ent 

A Venus in the Block. 


In ſome Diſaſter, ſome ſevere 5. 
Appointment for our Sins, 


That Mother Bleſſng (not ſo call'd), Wi 


True * W E blu 


No 
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No Martyr &er defy'd the Flames, 
By Stings of Life unvexkt; 

Firit roſe ſome Quarrel with this World, 
Then Paſſion "9M next. 

YOU ſee, then, Pangs are i Pangs, 
The Pangs of happy Birth; 


Pangs, by which only can be born. 
True Happineſs on Barth. 


The peopled Earth look all around, 
Or thro' Time's Records run; 

And ſay, What is a Man wnſtruck ® 
It is a Man undone. 


THIS Moment, am T deeply ſtung —— 
My bold Pretence is tryd; 

When vain Man boaſts, Heav'n puts to Proof 
The Vauntings of his Pride; 


Now need I, Madam ! your Support. — 
How exquiſite the Smart? 

How critically tim'd the“ News 
Which ſtrikes me to the Heart? 


The Pangs, of which I f. poke, I feel: 
It Worth like Thing. is born, 

O Long-b:19d! ] bleſs the Blow, 
And triumph, whilſt I mourn. 


* Whilſt the Author was eg This, he received the News o 
Mr. Richardſon's Death, * was then printing the former Part of 


the Pocm, 
NOR. 


NOR mourn I long by de 
Be Reaſon's Empire ſhown; 


Deep Anguilh comes by (Heaven's Deere, 
Continues, by our Oun; | 


And when continu'd paſt its Point, 
Indulg d in Length of Time, 
Grief is Diſgrace, and; What was Fate, 

Corrupts into a Crime: | 


And ſhall I, criminally mean, 
Myſelf, and Subject wrong? 

No; my Example ſhall ſupport 
The Subject of my Song. 


MADAMI I grant, your 105 is . | 
Nor little is your Gain; 

Let that be weigh d; when weigh” d aright, 
It richly pays your Pain; 


When Heaven would kindly ſet us free, 
And Earth's Enchantment end; 
It takes the moſt effectual Means, 
And robs us of a FRIEND: 


But ſuch a Friend and ſigh no more? 
Tis Prudent; but Severe: | 
Heaven aid my Weakneſs, and I drop 
All Sorrow —— with this Tear. 


PERHAPS your ſettled Grief to ſooth 
I ſhould not vainly ſtrive, 

But with ſoft Balm your Pain aſſuage, 
Had he been ſtill alive; 2266 


Whoſe 


Cp 


Whoſe frequent Aid brought kind Relief, 
In my Diſtreſs of Thought, 
Ting d with his Beams my cloudy Page, 
"= beautify'd a Fault : 


To touch our Paſſion's ent Springs 
Was his peculiar Care; 
And deep his happy Genius div'd 
In Boſoms of the Fair; 


Mature, which Favours to the Few, 
All Art beyond im 


To Him preſented, at his Birth, 
The Key of human Hearts. 


- 


BUT not to me by Him bequeath'd 
His gentle, ſmooth Addreſs; 

His tender Hand to touch the Wound 
In Throbbings of Diſtreſs: 


Howe'er, proceed I muſt, unblefs'd 
With Eſculapian Art: 

Kube Love ſometimes, miſtaken Love 

Plays D:/affetton's Part: 


Nor Lands, nor Seas, nor Suns, nor Stars, 
Can Soul from Soul divide; 

They correſpond from diſtant Worlds, 
Tho Tranſports are deny d; 


Are you not, then, unkindly kind? 
Is not your Love ſevere ? 

O! ſtop that cryſtal: Source of Woe; 
Nor wound Him with a Tear. 


AS 
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A8 thoſe above from human Bis 
Receive Encreaſe of Joy; 

May not a Stroke from h Woe, 1 
In Part, their Peace r ? 


He lives in Thoſe he left; — to What! q 
Your, now, Paternal Care, 


Clear from its Cloud your brighten'd Hye 
It will diſcern him there; f 


In Features, not of Form . Eto 
But thoſe, I truſt, 77 Mind; 

Auſpicious to the publick Weal, _ 
And to their Fate re/ign'd.. 


THINK on the Tempeſts He aun gs. 


Revolve his Battles won; 


And let thoſe propheſy your Joy 
From ſuch a Father's Son: 


Is Conſolation hat you ſeek? 
Fan, then, his martial * 

And animate to Flame the Sparks 
Bequeath'd him by his Sire: 


As nothing Great is born in Haſte, 
Wiſe Nature's Time allow; 
His Father's Laurels may deſcend, 


And flouriſh on his Brow. 


NOR, Madam | be ſurpriz d to hear, 
That Laurels may be due 

Not more to Heroes of the Field, 
— Boaſters !) * to You : 
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Tender as is the female Frame, 


Like that brave Man you mourn, 


You are a Salaier, and to Ob. : 
Superior Battles born; 


Beneath a Banner nobler far 
Than ever was unfurl'd 
In Fields of Blood; a Banner bright! 


High-wav'd. o'er all the World, 


| It, like a ſtreaming Meteor, caſts 
An univerſal Lightz 
Sheds Day, ſheds more, eternal Day 


On Nations whelm' d in Night; 


Beneath that Banner, what Exploit 
Can mount our Glory high'r, 

Than to ſuſtain the dreadful Blow, + 
When thoſe we love ere 


GO forth a 1 8 ; 


Arm'd with undaunted W | 


The Battle won, tho' coſting dear, 
You'll think it cheaply bought : : 


The paſlive Hero, which fits down 
Unactive, and can ſmile 

Beneath Affliction's galling Load, 
Out-acts a Cz/ar”s Toll : 


The Billows ſtain'd by ſlaughter'd Foes 
Inferior Praiſe afford; 
Reaſon's a bloodleſs Conqueror, 


More glorious than the Sword. 
c ' 45 2 1 
FEY 


* 


Nor 


. 
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Nor can the Thunder of Huzzas 
From ſhouting Nations, cau 

Such ſweet Delight, as from your Heart 

| Soft Whiſpers of Applauſe: PROC, 


The dear Deceas'd ſo fam'd in Arms, 
With what Delight He'll view 

His Triumphs on the Main outdone, 
Thus 3 550 5 eu? 


SHARE his Delight ; take Hed: to ſhun - 
| Of Boſoms moſt diſeas d 
That odd Diſtemper, an abſurd - 
ReluQance to be pleas'd d: 


Some ſeem in Love with Sorrow s Charms, 


And that foul Fiend embrace: 
This Temper let me juſtly brand; 
And ftamp it with Diſgrace: 


Sorrow | of horrid Parentage 


Thou Second- born of Hell! ? 


Againſt Heaven's endleſs Mercies pour'd 
How dar ſt Thou to rebel? 


From black and noxious Vapours bred, 
And nurs'd by Want of T hought, 
And to the Door of Frenzy's {elf 


By Perſeverance brought, 


Thy moſt inglorious, coward Tears 
From brutal Eyes have ran 
Smiles, incommunicable Smiles ! 


Are radiant Marks of Man; 


[a] 


They caſt a ſudden Glory ls 
Th' illumin' d human Face ; 

And light in Sons of honeſt Joy 
— Beams of Mo/es' Face: 


Is Ref, ination s Leſlon hard? 

| Examine, we ſhall find. 
That Duty gives up little more 
Than Anguith of the Mind 


Reſgn; and all the Load of Life 

| That Moment you remove, 
Its heavy Tax, ten. thouſand Cares 

Devolve on One above ; 


Who bids us. lay our Burthen down. 
On his almighty Hands, 
Softens our Duty to Relief, 
To Bleſſing a Command. 


FOR Joy what Cauſe ? How ev-ry Senſe. 
Is courted from above 

The Year around, with Preſents rich, 
The Gromh of endleſs Love ? 


But moſt d erlook the Bleſſings pour d, 
Forget the Wonders done, 

And terminate, wrapp'd up in Senſe, 
Their Proſpect at the Sun; 


From that, their final Point of View, | 
From that heir radiant Goal, 155 
On Travel infinite of Thought, 
Sets out the. nobler . 


' Broke. 


E 


Broke looſe from Time's'tenacious Ties, ö 
And Earth's involving Gloom; 

To range at large its vaſt Domain, 
And telk with Worlds to come: 


They let unmark'd, and unemploy d 


Life's idle Moments run ;; © a1 


And doing nothing for themſelves, 
Imagine nothing done; 


Fatal Miſtake! their Fate goes on on, 
Their dread Account e, 

And their Not-doing is ſet down * 
Amongſt their dackelt Deeds: 


Tho' Man ſits ſtill, and taless his Eaſe,” 
God is at Werk on Man; 


No Means, no Moment unemploy d, 
To bleſs him, if He can. 


- 
\ 


BUT Man Soest not, way bent 
To faſhion. his own Fate; | 

Man, a mere Bungler in the Trade, 
Repents his Crime too late; 


Hence loud laments: Let me thy Oruſe, Tio 11.3 


Indulgent Father! plead ; ' 
Of all the Wretches we deplore, ' 
Not one by Thee was made' 4 1 U 


What! is thy Wale Geition fair ? © 
Of Love divine the Child; 
Love brought it forth; and from i its Birth, 
Has or it fondly ſmil de Ae. 


1 1 
. 


Now, 


3 


* 
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Now, and thro' Periods diſtant far, 


* 


Long ere the World began, 
Heaven id, and bas in Travel been, 
Its Birth the Good of Man; 


holds in conſtant Service bound 

The bluſt ring Winds and Seas; 
Nor Suns diſdain to travel had 

Their Maſter, Man, to pleaſe: - 


To final Good the worſt Events 


Thro' ſecret Channels run; 
Finiſh for Man their deſtin'd Courſe, 
As 'twas for Man begun. 


ONE Point (obſerv'd, perhaps, by Few) 
Has often ſmote, and ſmites 

My Mind, as Demonſtration ſtrong ; 
That Heaven in Man delights : 


What's known to Man of Things unſeen, 
Of future Horlds, or Fates? 


So much, nor more, than what to Man's 


Sublime Affairs relates: 


What's Revelation then? A Liſt, 
An Inventory juſt 

Of that poor Inſect's Goods, ſo late 
Call'd out of Night, and Duſt. 


WHAT various Motives to rejoice ? 
To render Joy fincere, 

Has This no Weight? Our Joy is felt 
Beyond this narrow Sphere: 


» *. 


Would 


1241 
Would we in Heav'n new Heav'n create, 
And double its Delight ? 


A ſmiling World, when Heav'n looks down, 
How pleaſing in its Sight? 


Angels ſtoop forward from their Thrones 
, To hear its joyful Lays, 
As Incenſe ſweet enjoy, and join, 

Its aromatic Praiſe : 


Have we no Cauſe to fear the Stroke 
Of Heaven's avenging Rod? 

When we preſume to counteract x 

A /ympathetick God? — 


If we rein, our Patience makes 

f His Rod an harmleſs Vand; 
If not, it darts a Serpent's Sting, 

Like that in Moſes Hand; 


Like that, it ſwallows up whate'er 
Earth's vain Magicians bring, 
Whoſe baffled Arts would boaſt below 

Of Toys a rival Spring. 


CONSUMMATE Lovel the Lift how large 
Of Bleſſings from thy Hand? 
To baniſh Sorrow, and be bleſt, 


Is thy ſupreme Command : 


Are ſuch Commands but ill obey'd ? 

Of Bliſs, ſhall we complain? 
The Man, who dares to be a Wretch, 
Deſerves ſtill greater Pain: 
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Joy is our Duty, Glory, Health ; 
| The as of the Soul ; . 


Our beſt Encomium on the Pow'r 
Who ſweetly plans the Whole: 


Joy is our Eden ſtill poſſeſs d: 
Be gone, ignoble Griet ! 
Tis Joy makes Gods, and Men exalts, 
Their Nature, our Relief; 


* 
Relief, for Man to that muſt ſtoop, 
And his due Diſtance know; 
Tranſport's the Langvage of the Skies, 
Content the Style below. 


Content is Joy, and Joy in Pain, 
Is Joy and Virtue too; 
Thus, whilſt Good preſent we poſſeſs, | 


More precious we purſue : 


Of Joy the more we have in Hand, 
The more have we to come; 

Joy, like our Money, Intereſt bears, 
Which daily {wells the Sum. 


„„ BUT how to ſmile; to ſtem the Tide 
« Of Nature in our Veins; 


« Is it not hard to weep in Joy ? | 
% What then to ſmile in Pains ?” 


Victorious Joy | which breaks the Clouds, 
And ſtruggles thro' a Storm ; 
Proclaims the Mind as Great, as Good ; 
And bids it doubly charm: f 
| D 5 
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If doubly charming in our Sex, 
A Sex, by Nature, bold; 


What then in Yours ? Tis Di mond there, 
Triumphant o'er our Gold. | | 


AND ſhould not This Complaint War 
| And check the rifing Sigh? 
Yet farther Opiate to your Pain 

I labour to fupply. 


Since Spirits greatly damp' d diſtort 
Ideas of Delight, 


Look thro' the Medium of a Friend, 
To ſet your Notions right : 


'&s T Tears the Si oht, Grief dime the Soul ; 31 
Its Object Ak appears; 


True Friendſhip, like a riſing Sun, 
The Soul's Horizon clears. 


A Friend's an Optic to the Mind 
With Sorrow clouded o'er ; 


And gives it Strength of Sight to {ce 
Redreſs unſeen before. 


Reaſon is ſomewhat rough in Man, 
Extremely ſmooth and fair, 

When ſhe, to grace her manly Strength, 
Aſſumes a female Air : 


A * Friend You e. and I the ſame, 
Whoſe prudent, ſoft Addreſs, 

Will bring to Life thoſe healing Thoughts, 
Which dy'd in your Diſtreſs; 


| That 
oy Mr $, M—, 
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That Friend che Spirit of my Theme 
Extracting for your Eaſe, 


Will leave to me the Dreg, in Thoughts 
Too common; ſuch as theſe; 


« LET thoſe lament, to whom full Bowls 
Of ſparkling Joys are giv'n; 

That triple Bane inebriates Life, 
Imbitters Death, and hazards Hear n: 


Woe to the Soul at perfect Eaſe | \ 
'Tis brewing perfect Pains ; | 

Lull'd Reaſon ſleeps, the Pulſe is King; 
Deſpotic Body reigns: 


Have You ne'er K d Joy's gay Scenes, 
And deem'd their Glory dark? 
Alas! poor Envy! ſhe's one-blind, 
And quite miſtakes her Mark : 


Her Mark lies hid in Sorrow's Shades, 
But Sorrow well ſubdu'd ; 
And in proud Fortune s __ defy'd 


By meck, e Good, 


By Refiqnation; All in That 
A double Friend may find, 

A Wing to Heav'n, and, A 1 on Earth, 
The Pillow of Mankind : 


On Pillows void of Down, for Reſt 
Our reſtleſs Hopes we place; 9 
When Hopes of Heav'n lie warm at Heart, \ « 


Our Hearts repoſe in Peace: | 
| D 2 _— 
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The Peace, which Refignation yields, 
Who feel alone can gueſs; 

'Tis diſbeliev'd by murm'ring Minds, 
They muff conclude it leſs: 


The Loſs, or Gain, of That alone 
Have we to hope, or fear; 


That Fate controuls, and can invert 
The Seaſons of the Year : 


O! the dark Days, the. Year. around, 
Of an impatient Mind; 


Thro' Clouds, and Storms, a Summer breaks, 
To ſhine on the Refign'd : 


While Man by that of ev'ry.Grace, 
And Virtue, is poſſeſs d; L 
Foul Vice her Pandemonium builds. 
In the rebellious Breaſt ; 


By Reſignation we defeat 
The worſt that can annoy ;; 
And /uffer, with far more Repoſe, 
Than Worldlings can enjoy. 


FROM ſmall Experience this I ſpeak ; 
O! grant to Thoſe I love, 
Experience fuller far, ye Pow'rs ! 
Who torm our Fates above :- 


My Love 3 due, if not to Thoſe- 
Who leaving Grandeur came 

To ſhine on Age in mean Receſs, 
And light me to my Theme ? 


A Theme 


297] 


A Theme Themſelves | A Theme, how rare ? 
The Charms, which they diſplay, | 
To triumph over captive Heads, 
Are ſet in bright Array: 


With his own Arms proud Man's o'ercome, 
His boaſted Laurels die, 
Learning and Genius, wiſer grown, 


To female Boſoms fly. 


THIS Revolution, fix d by Fate, 
In Fable was foretold ; 
The dark Prediction puzzled Wits, 
Nor could the Learn d unfold: 


But as thoſe Ladies Works I read, 
They darted ſuch a Ray, 
The latent Senſe burſt out at once, 
And ſhone in open Day: 


So burſt full ripe, diſtended Fruits, 
When ſtrongly ſtrikes the Sun ; 

And from the Purple Grape unpreſs d, 
Spontaneous Nectars run. 


PALLAS, (tis ſaid) when Jove grew dull, 
Vaal, his 5 Brain; 
And ſprightly leap'd into the Throne 
Of Wiſdom's brighter Reign ; 


Her Helmet took ; that is, ſhot Rays 
Of formidable Wit ; 

And Launce,—or, Genius moſt acute, 
Which Lines immortal writ ; 


"7M Mrs. M_—_—, Mrs. — 
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And Gos gon Shield,—or, Power to Shi > 
Man's Folly dreadful none;: 
And many a Blockhead, (eaſy Change . 
Turn d, inſtantly, to Stone. 


Our Authors male, as, then,” did Jove, 


Now ſcratch a damag d Head, 


And call for what once quarter d there, 
But find the Goddeſs fled. 


THE Fruit of Knowlege, golden Fruit 
That once forbidden Tree, 

Hedg'd in by ſurly Man, is now 
To Britain's Daughters free : 


In Eve (we know) of Fruit ad * | 
The noble Thirſt 


And They, like her, have caus'd a Fall, 


A Fall of Fame in Man: 


And ſince of Genius in our Sex, 
O Aadiſan] with Thee 

The Sun is ſet, how I rejoice 
This Siſter Lamp to ſee? 


It ſheds, like Cynthia, ſilver Beams 


On Man's nocturnal State; | 
His leſſen d Light, and languid Pow'rs, 
I pow, whilft 1 eats, . 1 


PART 
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UT what in cither Sex ta 9 V4 

All Parts our Glory crowns? B Dt * oft | 
« In ruffling Seaſons to be calm, 14 3g 
* And ſmile, when Fortune frowns,” ” 


Heav'n's Choice is 72 than our own; I 
Of Ages paſt enquire, 93 WSK G1 
What the moſt formidable Fate?” 
To have our own Deſire,” 
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If, in your Wrath, ts worſt of Fo oes _ 
You wiſh extremely ill; 3-yiob ) |; 


Expoſe him to the Thunder's Stroke, 
Or that of his own. Will. ©» 


What Numbers, kuhn 9 down the iy 
Of Inclination ſtrong, 

Have periſh'd in their ardent Wiſh ? 
With ardent, ever wrong . 


Tis. Refignation's full Reverſe, > 2 
Moſt wrong, as it implies 

Error moſt fatal in our Choice, 
Detachment from the Skies. 


p \ 
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BY cloſing with the Skies we make 
| Ommipotence our o]; 

That done, how formidable 7's 
Whole Army is o erthrown ? 


No longer impotent, and frail, 
Ourſelves Above we riſe: 

We ſcarce believe ourſelves n 
We en on the Skies | 


The Lord, * Soul, and Source of All 
Whilſt Man enjoys his Eaſe, 

Is executing human. Will, 
In Earth, and A, and Seas; 


Awo rf 


Beyond us, what can Angels boaſt J 
Archangels what require FF: 

Whate'er Below, Above, is done, 
Is done as — We deſire. 


What Glory this * Man * mean, 
Whoſe Life is but a Span ? 

This is meridian Majeſty |. 
1 the e of Man! 
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BEYOND che Boaſt of Pagan Song 
My ſacred Subject ſhines ; 

And for a Foil the Luſtre takes 
Of Rome's exalted Lines, 


cc All, that the Sun nme ſubdu' d, 
« But Cata's mighty . 


- 


How grand? Moſt true; yet far — 
The Soul of the Ref ond : 
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To more than Nile more than Worlds, 
To Paſſion that gives Law ; 

Its matchleſs Empire could have kept 
Great Cato s Pride in Awe ; 


That fatal Pride, whoſe cruel Point 
Transfix'd his noble Breaſt © 

Far nobler! if his Fate ſuſtain'd 
Had left to Heav'n the Reſt ; ; 


TR at the Palm had borne away, 
Diſtance Cz/ar thrown ; 

Put bin off cheaply with the World, 

And made the Skies his own. 


What cannot Næſgnation do? 
It Wonders can perform; 1 
That pow'rful Charm, Thy Will be . 
. lay the loudeſt ed 8 


COME, Refgnation ! then, from Fields, 
Where, mounted on the Wing, 

A Wing of Flame, bleſt Martyrs' Souls 
Aſcended to their King : 


Who is it calls Thee? One whoſe Need 
Tranſcends the common Size; 
Who ſtands in Front againſt a Foe 
To which none equal riſe: / 


In Front he ſtands, the Brink he treads. 
Of an com States... 
How dreadful his appointed, poſt! 
Hoy ſtrongly arm d 87 Fate 
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His threat ning Foe! What Shadows * 
O'erwhelm his gloomy! Brow! 
His Dart tremendous at F ourſcore 


* ſole Aſylum, Thou! 


HASTE, hens, 0 e . 
| 'Tis thine to reconcile 
My Foe, and me; at thy Approach, 
My Foe begins to {mile : 


O! for that Summit of my "Wiſh, 
Whilſt. here I draw my Breath, 
That Promiſe of eternal Life, 
A glorious Smile i in Death : 


What Sight, Heay'n's azure Arch beneath, 
Has moſt of Heav'n to boaſt? _ 
The Man refgn'd; at once ſerene, 4 
And giving up the Ghoſt. 


AT DeatB's Arrival they ſhall WY 
Who, not in Life oer- 
Serious, and frequent Thought ſend out 
To meet him on his Way ⸗ 


My gay Comvals | (fuch there are) 
It Happineſs is dear ; | 

Approaching Death's alarming Day 
Diſcreetly let us fear : 


The Fear of Death is truly wiſe, 
Till Wiſdom can rife higher ; 
And, arm'd with pious Fortitude, | 


Death, dreaded once, deſire: 
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Grand climacteric Vanities 


The Vaineſt will deſ piſe; 7 : | oy * 


Shock'd, when beneath 7 ts y of Age, 
Man immaturely dies: 


BUT am not I tayfelf the HH: © 22% 


No need abroad to roam 


In queſt of Faults to be chaſtis'd; 
What Cauſe to bluſh at home? 


In Life's Decline, when Men relapſe 
Into the Sports of Youth, * ö 

The ſecond Child out-fools the firſt, 

And tempts the Laſh of Truth; 


Shall a mere Truant from the Grave 
With rival Boys engage? 


His trembling Voice attempt to ir 
And ape the Poet's Rage? 


Here, Madam! let me viſit M Y 
My Fault who, partly, ſhares, 

And tell myſelf, by telling Him, 
What more becomes our Vears; 


And if your Breaſt with prudent Zeal 
For Refignation glows, 


You will not dil: prove a juſt 
| Reſentment at its Foes. 


IN Youth Y— nt our 8 plead 
For ſome Indulgenc due; 


When Heads are white, their Thoughts, and Aims, Ne 


Should chan ge their Colour too: 
| E 2 


How 
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How are you cheated by your Wit? 
Old Age is bound to pay, 

By Nature's Law, a Mind aifereet, 
For Toys it takes away; 


A mighty Change is wr ught by Years, 
| Reverling nia. ot; 
In Age tis Honour to lie hid, 


Its Praiſe to be forgot; 


The Wiſe, as Flow'rs, which ſpread at "PI 
And all their Charms expoſe, | N 
When Ev'ning Damps; and le deſcend, 
Their Evolutions cloſe, 


WHAT tho' your Muſe has e foar'd, 
Is that our true Sublime? 

Ours, hoary Friend! is to prefer ; 
Eternity to Time: EN 


Why cloſe a Life fo juſtly fam'd 
With ſuch bold Traſh as This? 

This for Renown ? Ves, fuch a as makes 6 
Obſcurity a Bliſs: I 


Your Traſh, with mine, at open War, 
Is ＋ obflinately bent, 1 

Like Wits below, to ſow your Tares 
Of Gloom, and Diſcontent. 


With ſo much Sunſhine at Command, 
Why Light with Darkneſs mix? 

Why daſh with Pain our Pleaſure? Why 
Your Helicon with Sp? "01 


. Candide. + Second Part. 


Your 
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Your Works in our divided Minds 
Repugnant Paſſions raiſe, 
Confound us with a double Stroke, 

We ſhudder, whilſt we praiſe; 


A curious Web, as finely wrought 
As Genius can inſpire, 

From a black Bag of Poiſon ſpun, 
With Horror we admire. 


ME AN as it is, if this is read 
With a diſdainful Air, 
I can't forgive ſo great a Foe 
To my dear Friend /——2aire : 


Early I knew him, early prais'd, 
And long to praiſe him late 
His Genius greatly I admire, 
Nor would deplore his Fate; 


A Fate how much to be deplor'd, 
At which our Nature ſtarts ; 

Forbear to fall on your own Sword, 
To periſh by your Parts: 


<« But great your Name,” — To feed on Air 


Were then Immortals born ? 


Nothing is great, of which more great, 


More glorious is the Scorn. 


CAN Fame your Carcaſe from the Worm 


Which gnaws us in the Grave, 
Or Soul from that which never dies; 
Applauding Europe, ſave ? 


*F | ] 
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But Fame you loſe; Good Senſe alone 
Your Idol, Praiſe can claim; - _ 
When wild Wit murders Happineſs, 
It puts to Death our Fame 


Nor boaſt your Genius, Talents bright- 
Ev'n Dunces will deſpiſe, 

If in your ve rn Beams is miſs'd 
A Genius for the Skies; 


Your Taſte too fails; what moſt excels 
True Taſte muſt reliſh moſt ; 
And what, to rival Palms above, 
Can proudeſt Laureli boaſt ? 1 820 


Sound Heads Salvation's Helmet ſeek, 

Reſplendent are its Rays 
Let that ſuffice ; it needs no Plume 
Of ſublunary Praiſe. 


May this enable couch'd Y/——:aire 
To ſee that —— + All is Right, Foy 
His Eye, by Flaſh of Wit ſtruck blind, ; 
Reſtoring to its Sight ; | 


8 If ſo, all's well: Who much have err d, 
That much have been forgiv'n ; 
I ſpeak with Joy, with Joy he'll hear, 


« V_—zgires are, now, in Heav'n.“ 


NAY, /«ch Philanthropy divine, 
So boundleſs in Degree, 
Its Marvellous of Love extends 
(Stoop moſt profound !) to me: 
* Ephel, vi. 17. + Which his Romance ridicules. 
Let 
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Let others cruel Stars arraign, 
Or dwell on their Diſtreſs; 


But let my Page, for Mercies pour'd, 
A grateful Heart expreſs : 


Walking, the preſent God was ſeen, 
Ol old, in Eden fair 
The God as preſent, by plain Steps 
Of providential Care, 


I behold paſſing through my Lite; 
His awful Voice I hear; 


And, conſcious of my Nakedneſs, 
Would hide myſelf for Fear: 


But where the Trees, or where the Clouds. 
Can cover from his Sight ? 

Naked the Center to that 5 
To. which the Sun is Night. 


AS yonder glittering Lamps on high | 
Thro' Night illumin'd roll ; \ 
May Thoughts of Him, by whols they ſhine, 
Chaſe Darkneſs from my Soul; 


My Soul, which reads his Hand as clear 
In my minute Affairs, 
As in his ample Manuſcript 
Of Sun, and Moon, and Stars; 


And knows him not more bent arighht 
To wield that vaſt Machine, » 
Than to correct one erring Thou ght 
In my ſmall World within; 
A World, 


[40] 


A World, that ſhall ſurvive the Fall 
Of all his Wonders here; 
Survive, when duns ten thouſand drop, 


And leave a darken'd Sphere. 


Von Matter groſs, how bright it ſhines ? 


For Time how great his Care? 
Sure Spirit, and Eternity 
Far richer Glories ſhare ; 


Let thoſe our Hearts impreſs, on thoſe 
Our Contemplation dwell ; 

On thoſe my Thoughts how juſtly thrown, 
By what I now ſhall tell? 


WHEN backward with attentive Mind 
Life's Labyrinth I trace, 

I find Him far myſelf beyond 
Propitious to my Peace : 


Thro' all the crooked Paths I trod 


My Polly He purſu d; 
My Heart aſtray to quick Return 
Importunately woo'd ; 


Due Reſignation home to preſs 


On my capricious Will 
How many Reſcues did I meet, 


Beneath the Maſk of III? 


How many Foes in Ambuſh laid 
Beneath my Soul's Deſire? 

The deepeſt Penitents are made 
By what we moſt admire. 


HAVE 
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HAVE I not ſometimes (real Good 
So little Mortals know |!) 

Mounting the Summit of my Wiſh, 
Protoundly plung'd in Woe ? 


I rarely plann'd, but Cauſe I found 
My Plan's Defeat to bleſs ; 
Oft I lamented an Event; 
It turn'd to my Succeſs: 


By * d Appetite to give 
To Good intenſe Delight, 
Thro' dark and deep Perplexities 
He led me to rr n. 


AND is not this the gloomy Path, | 
Which you are treading now wet 

The Path moſt gloomy leads to Dh 
When our proud Paſſions bow: 


When lab' ring under fancy d Ill, 


My Spirits to ſuſtain, 


He kindly cur'd with ſov reign Draughts f 


Of unimagin d Pain: 


Pain d Senſe from Fancy Wr. 


Alone can ſet us free, 
A thouſand Miſeries we feel, 
Till ſunk in Miſery. 


Cloy'd with a Glut of all we 3h. 
Our Wiſh we e reliſh 3 PAN 
Succeſs, a Sort of Suicide, . 


Is ruin'd by Succeſs: 
r _ 
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Sometimes 
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Sometimes He led me near to Death, 
And, pointing to the Grave, 

Bid Terror whiſper kind Advice; 
And taught the Tomb to fave:: 


To raiſe my Thoughts beyond where Worlds 
As 89 o'er us ſhine, 

One Day He gave, and bid the next- 
My Soul's Delight . 


WE to ourſelves, but thro the Means 
Of Mirrors, are unknown.;,, - - #17 
In this my Fate can you deſcry bol 
No Features 0 your own ? 


And if pm az ie tl den 
* Theſe 8 gl Lines; 
A Record, Modeſty: forbids; © 
Or toſmall Bound confines: 


In Grief why deep ingulph? 7 2 You ſee 
You ſuffer . rare; ; 
Uncommon Grief for common Fate ?' 8 
That Wiſdom cannot bear. * 


When Streams flow backward to their Source, ; 
And humbled Flames deſcend, . 


And Mountains wing d ſhall fly aloft,. | d A 
Then human Sorrows end;. 

But human Prudence too muſt ceaſe, wy 
When Sorrows domineer, 7. 0 . 

When Fortitude has loſt its Fire, ene 4 Fe 


And freezes into. Fear: 
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The Pang moſt poignant of my Life" 
Now heightens my Delight ; 
I ſee a fair Creation riſe 
From Chaos, and old V jebr ; 


From what ſeem d Horror, and Deſpair, | 
The richeſt Harveſt roſe; 

And gave me in the Nod Wine 
An abſolute Repoſe. 


Of all the Blunders of Mankind, 
More groſs, or frequent, none, 

Than in their Grief, and Joy mifplac', 
Eternally are ſhown. 


BUT whither points all this Parade? 
It fays, that near you lies 

A Book, perhaps, yet unperus'd, 
Which you ſhould greatly prize: 


Of Self-peruſal, Science rare! 
Few know the mighty Gain; 
Learn'd Prelates, Self unread, may read 


Their Bibles o'er in vain: 


Self-knowlege, which from Heay” n iſe 
(So Sages tell us) came, 

What is it, but a Daughter fair 
Of my maternal Theme ? 


Unletter'd, and untravel'd Men 
An Oral might find, 
Would they conſult their own Contencs, 
The Delpbos of the Mind. 
F 2 
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ENTER your Boſeus there you'll meet 
A Revelation Die 1-7 #1 

A Revelation perſonal, ti Sk a 
Which none can read but Fans 


There will you clearly read reveal "Dd | 
In your enlighten d Thought. 

By Mercies manifold, through Life, Ks 
To freſh Remembrance brought, 


— 


A mighty Being! and in Him 


A complicated Friend, 
A Father, Brother, Spouſe ;| no Dread 
Of Death, Divorce, or End : 


Who ſuch a matchleſs Friend 1 
And lodge Him in their Heart, } _ 

Full well, Fai, Agonies exempt, ao 
With other Friends. 1110 Fart: N 13 


As when o Wee Branches bear | 
Large Cluſters big with Wine, 


We ſcarce regret one falling Leaf 
From the R Vine. 


My ſhort Advice to you may nd 1 
Obſcure, or ſomewhat odd, 8 

Tho' tis the beſt that Man can give. 
« Ev'n be content with God. * 


T hav Love He gave you the Deceas 'd, 
Thro' greater took him hence; 

This Reaſon fully could evince, 
Tho' murmur'd at by Senſe. 
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THIS Friend far mg the kindeſt kind., 
Is paſt the greateſt great; 51 00 
His Greatneſs let me touch in Points 
Not foreign to your State; 


His Eye, this Inſtant, reads your Heart; 1 
A Truth leſs obvious hear; 
This Inſtant its moſt ſecret Thoughts 
Are ſounding in his Ear: 


Diſpute you this? O] ſtand in Awe, 
And ceaſe your Sorrow; know., 

That Tear, now trickling un He ſave 
Ten thouſand Years ago; 


And twice ten thouſand hence, if eee 
Your 'Femper reconcile” (T3 

To Reaſon's Bound, will He behold | | / 
Your Prudence with a Smile; 33. 
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A Smile, which through Eternity | 
Diffuſes ſo bright Rays 
The dimmeſt Jeifies e'en Guilt, 1 
If Guilt, at laſt, obeys: 


Your Guilt (for Guilt it is to mon, 
When ſach a Sov'reign reigns) 

Your Guilt diminiſh ; Peace 2 z 
How glorious Peace in Pains! 


HERE, then, your Sorrow ceaſe; if not, 
Think how unhappy they, 
Who Guilt increaſe by ſtreaming Tears, 
deter Guilt * walh away z. 
| Ba Of 


7 "ſh | 
* „„ 
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Of Tears that Guikiyofaſe refrain; _ 
Whence burſt tir diltaal „ my 
They from the throbbing Breuſt of ne 
(Strange Truth?) molt happy : riſe; 


Not Angels (hear it, and e ix oy 
© Enyoy a larger Share nt 
Than is indulg'd to you, and yours, 

Of God's impartial Care; 


Anxious for Each, as if on cg 
His Care for All was thrown; r ba 4. | 

For All his Gare as.abfolute; 1 1 1 
As All had been but One. delt cr L 


Do 


AND is He 8 * 5 00 EL - 
How little then, and great, 
That Riddle, Man ? O! let me gaze 
At Wonders 1 in his Fate ; ; 


His Fate, who Yeſterday did-crawl 
A Worm from Darknek deep, 

And ſhall, with Brother- Worms, beneath 
A Turf, To-morrow ſleep ; ; 


lia mean AU boy yet, if well phoy's 
His mighty Maſter's Call, 
The whole Creation for nean Man 

Is deem'd a Boon too ſmall : 


Too ſmall the whole Creation deem'd © 
For Emmets in the Duſt! 
Account amazing! yet moſt true; Ay 


* Song f is bell, yet jufſt: 
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Man born for Infinite, 1 whom | | 
No Period can'deſtroy 
The Pow'r, in exquiſite Extremes, 


To . fer, or enjoy; 


Give him Earth's Empire (if no more) 
He's beggar d, and undone ! 

Impriſon'd in undes Space | 
Benighted by the Sun! 


For what the Sun's meridian Blaze | F 

To the moſt feeble Ray (2 og x 
Which glimmers from the diſtant Dawes” 

O wncreated Day? ne 


T IS not the Poet's Rapture feign d 
Swells here the Vain to pleaſe; ap 

The Mind -of# ſober kindles 9oft © 1 | 
At Truths ſublime as Theſe; | 


They warm ev'n me.—lT dare not . 
Divine Ambition ſtrove - 
Not to bleſs only, but confou nd, 
Nay, fright us with its {ove * 5 


And yet ſo frightful what, or kind, 
As That the rending Ruch, 

The darken'd Sun, and rifong. Deed, 
So formidably ſpoke? 


And are we darker than that Sun? 
Than Rocks more hard, and * 
We are Fn not to 92 a God | 


- 4 


YES, ev'n in Agonies fo harz, 
To doubt mig L 


Whate'er endears Eternity, een 


Is Mercy from Above ; 3 


a, 9 
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What moſt imbitters Time, chat moſt 
Eternity endears, 
And thus, by plunging in Diſtreſs, 
Exalts us to the Spheres ; | 5 "OP 
Joy's F ———__ where BliG- o'er, BliG, . i 
O'er Wonders Wonders riſe, 8 
And an Ommipotence ee _ 
Its Banquet for the Wiſe :; +. 


l 7 * *. - 
o . ain. \ 


mbroſial Banquet! rich in Wines 
Nectareous to the Soul | | 
What Tranſports ſparkle from the Strcath, * wot 
As Angels ihr BowI? | 


Gt YO Da AH 27 
L n Smidt adi: 


FOUNTAIN profuſe of ey'ry Bliſs | 
Good-will immenſe prevails 1 

Man's Line can't fathom its Profound; | | 
An Angel” $ Plummet | een 07 3077 


- 8 | 
4 TW 21 152! 


Thy Love and Might, by, what. they ow 
Who judge, nox drcar of f more pie 20 ml 
They aſk a Drop ow deep the Th r 
One Sand, How wide e . — J bb 50 7 
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Of thy exuberant Goodwill, 
o om ba 
Offended ty. un r 
The thouſandth art N _Y 8 
r 
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With radiant Worlds is ſown ?- 
How Tubes aſtoniſh us with Thoſe 
More deep in Ether thrown? _ 


And thoſe beyond of brighter Worlds 
Why not a Million more): — 
In lieu of Anſwer, let us all 
Fall proſtrate, and adore. 


Since Thou art infinite in Power, 
Nor thy Indulgence le; 
Since Man, quite impotent, and blind, 

Oft drops into Diſtreſs; 


Say, what i is Reſignation Tie 
Man's Weakneſs underſtood; 
And Wiſdom graſping, with an Hand 
Far ſtronger, every Good. 


LET raſh Repiners ſtand appall d. 


In Thee who dare not truſt ; | -- - 
Whoſe abject Souls, like Demons datk, 
Are murm'ring in the Duſt; 


For Man to murmur, or repine 
At what by Thee is done, 
No leſs abſurd, than to complain 
Of Darkneſs in the un. 


Who would not, with an Heart at Eaſe, 
Bright Eye, unclouded Brow, 
Wiſdom, and Goodneſs, at the Helm, 
The rougheſt Ocean plough? 
G 


How yonder ample azure Field | 


What, 


[$50] 
What, tho Tm ſwallow'd in the Deep? | 


Tho Mountains oer me roar? 
Jehovah reigns | As Fonnh ſafe 
I'm landed, and adore: 


Thy Will is wolobaid{ let it wear | U 
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1 Its moſt tremendons Form; 
x Roar Waves | rage Winds! 1 + a that. Thou 
W Canſt fave me y a Storm. 


FROM Thee immortal GEE _ 12 
To Thee, their Fountain, flow, 

If wiſe ; as curl'd around to Theirs | 
Meand'ring Streams below: "i 


Not leſs compell'd by Rage 8 Call 
To Thee our Souls aſpire, 

Than to thy Skies, by Mature s Lau, 
High mounts material Fire; 


To thee aſpiring they exult; 
I feel my Spirits riſe, 


I feel myſelf: hy- Son, and pant, 108 Bajdg.atod' 


i 4 F 
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19 
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For patrimonial Skies: £00 914 
Sac ardent Thirſt of future MY 11 
And gen'rous Senle of paſt; 


To Thee Man's Prudence ſtrongly ties 8 
And binds Aſfection aft; Ott 


Since great thy Love, and great our Want, 
And Men the wiſeſt blind. 
And Bliſs our Aim; pronounce us All 
| | Diſtracted, or; Refpn'd;' nne 
1 


5 Refign'd 
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Reſign d thro Duty, Int'reſt, Shame; 
Deep Shame ] dare I complain, 
When (wond' rous Truth !) in Heav'n itſelf 
Joy ow'd its Birth to Pain? 


AND Pain for me! For me was drain'd 
Gall's overflowing Bowl ; 
And ſhall one Drop to Murmur bold 
Provoke ny guilty Soul? 


If pardon'd This, what Cauſe, what Crime 
Can Indignation raiſe ? 

The Sun was lighted up to ſhine, 
And Man was born to praiſe ; 


And when to praiſe the Man ſhall ceaſe, 
Or Sun to ſtrike the View; 3 
A Cloud diſhonours Both ; but Man's 

'The blacker of the two; 


For oh | Ingratitude how black? 
With moſt profound Amaze 

At Love, which Man belov'd o erlooks, 
Aſtoniſh'd Angels gaze, 


PRAISE chears, and warms, like gen'rous Wine; 
Praiſe, more divine than Pray'r ; 

Prady'r points our ready Path to Heav'n ; 
Praiſe is already there. 


Let plauſive Refignation rife, 4 
And banith all Complaint z : 
All Virtues thronging into- One, 
It faniſhes the Saint; 
G 2 Makes 
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Makes the Man bleſs d, as Man can be; 
Life's Labours renders light; 

Darts Beams thro' Fate's incumbent Gloom, 
And lights our Sun by Night; 


Tis Vature's brighteſt Ornament, 
The richeſt Gift of Grace, 

Rival of Angels, and ſupreme | s 
Proprietor of Peace; 


Nay, Peace beyond, no ſmall Degree 
; Of Rapture 'twill impart; | 
Know, Madam! „when your Heart's in Heav'n, 
« All TRAY is in yur Heart.” 


BUT who to Heav'n their Hearts can raiſe? 
Deny'd divine Support, \ 
All Virtue dies; Support divine 
The Wile with Ardour court: 


When Pray'r partakes the Seraph's Fire, 
Tis mounted on his Wing, 

Burſts thro' Heav'n's cryſtal Gates, and gains 
Sure Audience of i its King: 


The lab' ring Soul from "FR Diſtreſs 
| That bleſs'd Expedient trees ; 
ee you far adyanc'd in Peace; 
I ſee you on your Knees : 


How on that Poſture has the Beam 
Divine for ever ſhone 

An humble Heart, God's * other Seat! 
The Rival of his Throne: 


* laiah lvii, 15. 


And 
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And ſtoops Omnipotence ſo low ? 
| And condeſcends to dwell 
Eternity's Inhabitant, 


Well-pleas'd, in ſuch a Cell ? 
Such Honour how ſhall we repay ? 


How treat our Gueſt divine? 
The Sacrifice ſupreme'be ſlain! 
Let Self ill die: Reſign. - 


THUS far, at large, on our Diſeaſe; 
Nov, let the Cauſe be ſhown, 

Whence riſes, and will ever riſe, 

The diſmal human Groan: 


What our ſole Fountain of Diſtreſs ? 
Strong Paſſion for this Scene; 

That Trifles makes important, Things 
Of mighty Moment mean : 


When Earth's dark Maxims Poiſon ſhed 


On our polluted Souls, 


Our Hearts, and Int'reſts fly as far 
Afunder, as the Poles ; 


Like Princes in a Cottage nurs'd, 
Unknown their royal Race, 

With abje& Aims, and ſordid Joys, 
Our Grandeur we diſgrace ; 


O! for an Archimedes new, 

| Of moral Pow'rs poſſeſs d 4 

The World to move, and quite expel 
That Traitor from the Breaſt, 


NO 
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NO ſmall Advantage may be reap'd 
From Thought whence we deſcend ; 
From weighing well, and prizing weigh'd 
Our Origin, and End : 


From far above the glorious Sun 
To this dim Scene we came; 
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11 And may, if wiſe, for ever baſk — 
j q In great Jehovah's Beam: 

9 | Let that bright Beam on Reaſon rouz'd 

1 i In awful Luſtre rife, | 

1 Earth's Giant-ills are dwarf'd at once, 

Fl And all Diſquiet dies: 


Farth's Glories too their Splendor loſe, 
Thoſe Phantoms charm no more; 
Empire's a Feather for a Fool, 
And Indian Mines are poor: 


Then levell'd quite, whilſt yet alive, 
The Monarch and his Slave 

Nor wait enlighten'd Minds to learn 
That Leſſon from the Grave: 


A George the Third would hen be low ; 
As Lewis 1n Renown, 

Could he not boaſt of Glory more 
Than ſparkles from a Crown, 


When human Glory. riſes high 
As human Glory can? 
When, tho the KING is truly great, 
Still greater is the Mans 
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The Man is dead, where Virtue fails, 
And tho the Monarch proud 

In Grandeur ſhines, his gorgeous Robe 
Is but a gaudy Shroud. 


WISDOM! where art thou ? None on Earth, 
Tho' graſping. Wealth, Fame, Pow'r, 
But what, O Death thro' thy Approach, 


Is wiſer ev'ry Hour; 


Approach how ſwift | how unconfin'd ! 
| Worms feaſt on Viands rare, 
Thoſe little Epicures have Kings 

To grace their Bill of Fare : 


From Kings what Reſignation due 
To that Almighty Will, 
Which Thrones "us Gln and when they ad 

Can throne them higher ſtill ? 


/ 


Who truly Great ? The Good, and Bra | 
The Maſters of a Mind — 


The Will divine to do Reſolv'd, 
To /uffer it Reſign'd. 


MADAM! if that may give it Weight, 
The Trifle you receive 
Is dated from a folemn Scene, 


The Border of the Grave ; 
Where ſtrongly ſtrikes the trembling Soul 


Eternity's dread Pow'r, 
As burſting on it thro' the thin 
Partition of an Hour ; 


L 56 7 


Hear this, /-—aire ! But this from me, 
Runs Hazard of your Frown; 
However ſpare it; ere you die 
Such Thoughts will be your own : 


In Mercy to yourſelf forbear 
My Notions to chaſtiſe, 
| Leſt unawares the gay /——zaire 
Should blame faire the wiſe: 


Fame's Trumpet rattling i in your Ear, 
Now, makes us diſagree ; 
When a far louder Trumpet ſounds | v 
LV ——taire will cloſe with me: | 


How ſhocking is that Modeſty, 
Which keeps ſome honeſt Men 

From urging what their Hearts ſuggeſt, 
When brav'd by Folly's Pen 


Aſſaulting Truths, of which i All 
Is fown the ſacred Seed? 

Our Conſtitution's orthodox, 
And cloſes with our Creed: 


What then are they, whoſe proud Conceits 
Superior Wiſdom .boaſt ? 
Wretches, who fight their own Belief, 
Aad labour to be loſt; 


Tho' Vice, by no ſuperior Joys 
. | Her Heroes keeps in Pay; 
1 | Thro' pure difintereſted Love 
0 Of Ruin they obey; 
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Strict their Devotion to the Wrong, 
Tho' tempted by no Prize; 


Hard their Commandments, and their Creed 
A Magazine of Lies 


From Fancy's Forge : Gay Fancy ſmiles 
At Reaſon plain, and cool; 
Fancy, whoſe curious Trade it is 


To make the fineſt Fool. 


V raire! long Life's the greateſt Curſe 
That Mortals can receive, 

When they imagine the chief End 

— living is to live; 


Quite thoughtleſs of their Day of Death, 
That Birth-day of their Sorrow; 
Knowing, it may be diſtant far, 
Nor cruſh them till — To-morrow. 


THESE are cold, Northern Thoughts, conceiy'd 
Beneath an humble Cot ; 


Not mine, your Genius, or your State, 
No * Caſtle is my Lot : 


But ſoon, quite level ſhall we lie; 
And what Pride moſt bemoans, 
Our Parts, in Rank fo diſtant now, 


As level as our Bones; 


Hear you that Sound ? Alarming Sound ! 
Prepare to meet your Fate! 

One, who writes Finis to our Works, 
Is knocking at the Gate ; 


® Letter to Lord Lyttelton, ; 
H | Far 


Far other Works will ſoon be weigh'd ; 
Far other Judges ſit; 
Far other Crowns be loſt, or won, 
Than fire ambitious Wit: 


Their Wit ar brighteſt will be prov'd, 
Who ſunk it in Good Senſe; 
And Veneration moſt profound 
Of dread Omnipotence, * 


Tis that alone wrnlocks the Gate 
Of Zlz/t Eternity; 

O!] may'ſt thou never, never loſe 
That more than * Golden Key, 


WHATE'ER may ſeem too rough excuſe, 
Your Good I have at Heart : 

Since from my Soul I wiſh you well; 
As yet we muſt not part : 


Shall you, and I, in Love with Life, 
Life's future Schemes contrive, 

The World in Wonder not unjuſt, 
That we are ſtill alive? 


What have we left? How mean in Man 
A Shadow's Shade to crave ? 
When Life, fo vain ! is vainer ſtill, 
"Tis Time to take our Leave: 


Happier, than happieſt Life, his Death, 
Wbo falling in the Field 
Of Conflict with his rebel Will, 
Writes Vici on his Shield; 


* Alluding to Pruſſia, 
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So falling Man, immortal Heir 
Of an eternal Prize; 


Undaunted at the gloomy Grave, 
Deſcends into the Skies, 


O! how diſorder'd our Machine, 
When Contradictions mix ? | 
When Mature ſtrikes no leſs than Twelve, 
And Folly points at Six? 


To mend the Movements of your Heart, 
How great is my Delight? 

Gently to wind your Morals up, 

F And ſet your Hand aright ? 


' 
That Hand, which ſpread your Wiſdom wide 
To poiſon diſtant Lands: 
Repent, recant ; the tainted Age, 
Your Antidote demands; 


To Satan dreadfully Refign'd 

Whole Herds ruſh down the Steep. 
Of Folly, by lewd Wits poſſe/s'd, 

And periſh in the Deep. 


Men's Praiſe your Vanity purſues 3 
'Tis well, purſue it ſtill ; 

But let it be of Men deceas d, 
And you'll ren the Will : 


And how ſuperior They to thoſe 
At whoſe Applauſe you aim, 
How very far ſuperior They 
In Number, and in Name? 


H 2 POST- 
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POSTSCRIPT. 


HUS have I written, when to write 
No Mortal ſhould preſume; 
Or only write, what none can blame, 


Hic jacet—4tor his Tomb: 


The Publick frowns, and cenſures loud 

M14 puerile Employ; * 

Though juſt the Cenſure, if You ſmile, | 
The Scandal I enjoy ; 


But ſing no more — No more I ſing, 
Or reaſſume the Lyre, 

Unleſs vouchſaf 'd an humble Part 
Where Raphael leads the Choir : 


What Myriads ſwell the Concert loud ? 
Their golden Harps refound 

High, as the Footſtool of the Throne, 
And deep, as Hell profound ; 


Hell (horrid Contraſt!) Chord, and Song 
Of raptur'd Angels ns oa 
In Self-w1ill's Peal of Blaſphemies, 
And hideous Burſt of Groans ; 


But drowns them not to me; I hear 
Harmonious Thunders rol + 
(In Language low of Men to ſpeak) 
From echoing Pole to Pole | 


d. 


Whilſt 


[ 6x ] 
Whilf this grand Chorus ſhakes the Skies— 
Above, beneath the Sun, 
c Through boundleſs Age, by Men, by Gods, 
„ & Tehovah's Will be done.“ 


'TIS done in Heav'n ; whence headlong hurl'd 
Self-will, with Satan, fell : 
And muſt from Earth be baniſh'd too, 
| Or Earth's another Hell: 


Madam ! Self-will inflicts your Pains ; 
25 Self-will's the-deadly Foe 
Which deepens all the diſmal Shades, 
And points the Shafts of Woe: 


Your Debt to Mature fully paid, 
Now Virtue claims her Due; 
But Virtue's Cauſe I need not plead, 

Tis ſafe; I write to YOU: 


You know, that Virtue's Baſis lies 
In ever judging right ; 
And wiping Error's Clouds away, 
Which dim the mental Sight ; 


Why mourn the Dead? You wrong the Grave, 
From Storm that ſafe Reſort ; 

We are ſtill toſſing out at Sea, 
Our Admiral in Port, 


Was Death deny'd, this World, a Scene 
How diſmal, and forlorn ? 
To Death we owe, that tis to Man 


A Bleſling to be born; 


When 
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When every other Bleſſing ol | 
"Or ſapp'd by flow Decay, 


Or, ſtorm'd by ſudden Blaſts of Fate, [ 
Is ſwiftly whirl d away; 


How happy! that no Storm, or Time, 
Of Death can rob the Juſt? 
None pluck from their unaching Heads 

Soft Pillows in che Duſt? 


. WELL- 1 al Heav'n's darkeſt Frown, 


Your utmoſt Pow'r employ ; 
Tis noble Chymiſtry to turn, 


Meceſſity to Jo. 


Whate'er the Cologne of my Fate, 
My Fate ſhall be my Choice: 


Determin'd am I, whilſt I breathe, | : | 


To praiſe, and to rejoice 


What ample Cauſe ?. Triumphant Hope]  -| 
O rich Eternity! _ | 
I ſtart not at a World in Flames, 
| Charm'd with one Glimpſe of Thee; 


And Thou! its great Inhabitant! _ 
How glorious doſt Thou ſhine ? N 
And dart thro' Sorrow, Danger, Death, 7 
A Beam of Joy divine? | 


The void of Joy (with ſome Concern 
The Truth ſevere I tell) 
Is an Impenitent in Guilt, 


A Fool, or Infidel; 


1 
Weigh this, ye Pupils of /—aire! 
From joyleſs Murmur free; 


Or, let us know, which Character 
Shall crown you of the Three. 


RESIGN, reſign: This Leſſon none 
Too deeply can inſtill ; 

A Crown has been reſign'd by more, 
Than have reſign'd the Will; 


Tho' Will refign'd the meaneſt makes 
Superior in Renown, 

And richer, in celeſtial Eyes, 
Than He who wears a Crown; 


Hence, in the Boſom cold of Age, / 
It kindled a ſtrange Aim | 

To ſhine in Song; and bid me boaſt | 
The * Grandeur of my Theme; | 


But oh! how far Preſumption falls 
Its lofty Theme below? 

Our Thoughts in Lite's December freeze, 
And Numbers ceaſe to flow. 


FIRST! Greateſt | Beſt ! grant what I wrote 
For others, ne'er may riſe 


To brand the Writer; Thou alone 
Canſt make our Wiſdom wile; 


And how unwiſe, how deep in Guilt, 

How infamous the Fault? 
« A Teacher thron'd in Pomp of Words, | 

In Deed, beneath the Taught?” 
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Means moſt infallible to FR 
> The World an Infidel ; 
And, with Inſtructions mat divine, 
To pave a Path to Hell ; 
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O] for a clean and ardent Heart, 
O!] for a Soul on Fire, 

Thy Praiſe, begun on Earth, to 8 
Where Angels ſtring the Lyre; 


How cold is Man? To him how hard 
(Hard, what moſt eaſy ſeems) 

Lo ſet a juſt Eſteem on That, 
“Which yet he——moſt efteems.” 


What ſhall we fay, when boundleſs Bliſs 
| Ts offer'd to Mankind, 
And, to that Offer, when a Race 
Of Rationals is blind ? 


Of human Mature ne'er too high 
Are our Ideas wrought ; 
Of human Merit ne er too low 


Depreſs d the daring Thought. 


THE EN P. 


The Firſt Impreſſion (fen which the Printed Extracts 
were taken) was given only to Friends; as ſuch 
they are requeſted to defiroy it ; fince keeping That 
out of Sight is the I riter's only Apolegy for — 
liſhing This, 


